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every her!) and plant in begemmed with the sparkle of the diamond and the glow of the ruby.
1 did not go to either Oxford or (1ambridgo, but I went to the "Nouvelle Athenes." What is the "Nouvelle Athencs"? He who would know anything of my lift* must know something of the academy of. the line arts. Not the official stupidity you read of \n the daily papers, but the real French academy, the cafe. The uNouve!le Athenes" is a cafe on the Place Pigale. Ah! the morning idlenesses and the long ovonings when life was hut a sunnner illusion, the grey moonlights on the Place where wo used to stand on the pavements, the nhutters Hanging up 'behind tin, loath to separate, thinking of what we had left said, and how much better we. might have enforced our arguments, Dead and scattered are all thone who used to assemble there, and tho.se years and our homo, for it was our home, live only In a few pictures and a few pages of prose. The same old Ktory, the vanquished only are victorious; and though unaekwnvl-t'dgetl, though unknown, the influence of the **Nou-vello AtheneH1* is inveterate in the artistic thought of the nineteenth century.
How magnetic, intense, and vivid are them! mciin-orien of youth. With 'what Ht ratios almost unnatural clearness dci 1 net* it in I hear,' suit the white fat^o of that cnfc> the white nose of that blork of hotiHOH, Htntt<*hing up to the Place, lift ween two ntreeto. 1 can see down the incline of those two NtroetH, and 1 know what flhojw fire there; I can hear th« glaHH-<I(Kir of the cafe grate on the Hand aa I open it. 1 can recall thoJruiulet inferior to Deademona ? Is her father inferior to Shy-It w«rt% toi m<»% that led TIIO away, and not n HutMtautinl kntnvlrd^M of thti work done by tht! imturtt!int«. I hiid rend th« **A^
